ESSAYS   IN   REBELLION

THE CATFISH

BEFORE the hustling days of ice and of " cutters'1
rushing to and fro between Billingsgate and our fleets
of steam-trawlers on the Dogger Bank, most sailing
trawlers and long-line fishing-boats were built with a
large tank in their holds, through which the sea flowed
freely. Dutch eel-boats are built so still, and along
the quays of Amsterdam and Copenhagen you may
see such tanks in fishing-boats of almost every kind.
Our East Coast fishermen kept them chiefly for cod.
They hoped thus to bring the fish fresh and good to
market, for, unless they were overcrowded, the cod
lived quite as contentedly in the tanks as in the
open sea.* But in one respect the fishermen were
disappointed. They found that the fish arrived slack,
flabby, and limp, though well fed and in apparent
health.

Perplexity reigned (for the value of the catch was
much diminished) until some fisherman of genius con-
jectured that the cod lived only too contentedly in
those tanks, and suffered from the atrophy of calm.
The cod is by nature a lethargic, torpid, and plethoric
creature, prone to inactivity, content to lie in comfort,
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